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^ your tir-t payment comes next year in January.month- 1
1v payments take care of the balance.

, | This Victor Victrola

"IR l'lc 1Uost popular num- 3
WzStra bors.a handsome full size inI)

UA strumcnt, with all the latent Victor J

A massive console.one of the most popular models of el
the season. Of pleasing lines throughout. In English brown |

£ mahogany or American mahogany.

; Victor Records for Christmas |
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i Ready! Mid-December releases 1
66112 Mother in Ireland .....John McCormack jj
18976 Lovin' Sam (The Sheik of Alabam).Virginians. Away %

Down East in Maine.Miss Patricola with the Vir- j|
!? ginians.

18978 Kiss Mama, Kiss Papa (fox trot) The Virginians
Choo-Choo Blues (fox trot) The Virginians j

0. . 18982 Homesick Billy Murray-Ed Smalle. :M
you Tell Her, I Stutter Billy Murray 8

s H
s 18983 Pack Up Your Sins (fox trot revue). Crinoline Days (fox li

trot) (Music Box Revue, Whiteman and His S
i Orchestra. =
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THE STORV AS TOLD IX

Col. Raoul Le Breton, a French army offlcf

I dition into the African desert. He meets the S
part of the Sahara. The latter admires the jou
attacks the little expedition, butchering all exc<

I and makes the chief of hla harem. While she b
who it the child of her dead husband. Sultan <

shower* favors upon him, with the result tliat
Thla ia distasteful to Annette, who has refused
the boy Caaim Ammeh, while the mother calls li

epidemic without having informed her sou of h'
the thieving sultan, and when they have been d
latter possessed maehlne guns, the sultan decider
outpoat in th© south. Capt. George Barclay, in c<

forces nnd prepares hia defense. The raid is ra

Is captured and put to death, while his suppose
garrison. Is deserted by his followers and taker
he will kill Barclay and sell the members of hi
returns to England, bearing on his cheek the
sultan's heir. lie tells his young daughter Pan
that Robert Cameron is her sweetheart,
that Robert Cameron Is her sweetheart. Mean*
trading as more profitable than robbery and has
him by his mother, lie extends his operations
woman in a cabaret, he engages in a fight with

panics the woman to her home, with the purp
"If I give you these, Marie, will you

teach me to become a Frenchman?"
he anked.
"Won't I just!" she cried enthusiiastlcally, and without hesitation continued:"First of all we must get an

1 apartment. And. mon Picu! yes. you
mi irAlli* hair ohrtPt "

j The youth wore iiis hair long, knotIted under his hood in the Arab fash\ion.
I It was three months before Oaslin
| Ammeh left Paris. And he left it in
I a correctly cut Knglish suit and with
| his smooth, black hair brushed back
I over his head. In the spick-and-span

young: man it would have been difli!cult to recognize the barbaric youth
I who had come there knowing nothing
| of civilized life except what his
I mother had told him and what he had
1 seen in St. Ix>uis; and, what was more,
I he felt at ease in his new garments.
? In spite of having worn burnoose and
= hood all his life.
| The day before he loft, Marie sat
1 with him in the salon of the pretty
\ flat they had occupied since the day
1 they 6truck their bargain. And she
I looked very different, too.

| Her evening frock was no longer of
i shabby black. It was one of the eev!eral elaborate gowns she now pus-

ovonwi, tuaiino iu iit« j |
T And she no longer wore a string of
i coral beads about her pretty throat,
i but the pearl necklace.
| Although Marie had taken on the
i youth as a business speculation, with-
\ in a few days she loved him passionlately. She was loath to let her benelfactor go, but all her wiles failed to
§ keep him.
I "When you're back in Africa you
I won't quite forget your little Marie
| who taught you to be a man, will

you?" she whispered tearfully.
Her remarks made him laugh.
"I've had women of my own for at

least a year before I met you," he
I replied.

It seemed to Marie she had never
really known the youth who ha<l come
to her a savage and was leaving her
looking a finished man of the world.
He never talked to her of himself or
hi6 affairs. Although kind and generous.he demanded swift obedience,
and he treated her always as somethinginfinitely inferior to himself.
"Say you love me," she pleaded.

"That you'll think of mo sometimes."
L.ove!" he said contemptuously. "I

don't love women. T have them for
my pleasure. I'm not one of your
white men who spend their days

;( whining at some one woman's feet,
pleading for favors. Women to me
are only toys. Good to look upon, if
beautiful, but not so good as horses."
"Oh, you are cruel!" she said, weeping."And I thought you loved mo."
"It is the woman's place to love.

There are other things in a man's
life.
Marie realized she had never had

any hold on her protege. She had
been of use to him. and he had paid
her well for it. and there, as far as
he was concerned, the matter ended.
Being sensible, she sat up and dried

her tears, gathering consolation from
tho fact that he had been a good
speculation. There would be no immediateneed to return to the florist's
shop when he had gone. In fact, if
she liked to sell the necklace, she
could buy a business of her own.
"Shall you come to Paris again,

Casim?" she asked.
"Oh yes, often. It's a good city, full

of beautiful women who are easy to
buy." ,

But he made a reservation to himself.
When he came again he would come

under the name his mother used to
rail him.Ttaoul Breton, and h«»
would come In European clothes. Then |
the English he hated would not be
able to hurl that detestable word
"nigger" at him.

CHAPTER VIII.
In a. select French boarding school

a girl sat reading a letter. She was

about fifteen years old, a slender,
lovely child, light and graceful, with
a cascade of golden curls reaching
to her waist, and wide, pu-ple eyes.
Her complexion was perfect. She
had a vivid little red mouth, impulsive
and generous, and a pink rose oh each
cheek.
On reading the letter, sorrow cloudedher face. For it ran: '

"My near Eittie Pansy: !
"When you get this letter I shall he

with your mother. I am leaving von
the money she would not have. And
it was worth having, you will agree.
for It will bring- you in about £60.100
a year. The only condition I make is
that you take the name your mother
refused, your own ser.ond name. And
my one hope is that you will ho more
successful In love than I was.

"Your affectionate 'grand-godfather,'
"HENRY U-ANGHAM"

For some minutes Pansy sat broodingon her godfather's end. The poor
old boy had been awfully ill for a

long time, and now he was dead.
She blinked back a couple of tears.

Then her thoughts went to the for-
tune she had Inherited. 1

Presently she crossed to the mirror
and looked at herself. .

"No, old girl," she said.to- her reflection,"Your head isn't turned..
Then she slipped the letter into her

pocket and made straight for her
great friend and" confidante.
To the average eye there was

nothing about Miss Grainger to attracta vivid, beautiful girl like Pansy
Barclay.Pansy T^angham as she
would be now. Miss Grainger was
middle-aged, gray-haired, thin and
depressed-looking; the downtrodden
English mistress, with no qualificationsexcept good breeding.
She was ooor and friendless, and life

had gone hard with her, but these
facts were sufficient to All Pansy's
heart with a warmth of generous affectionand sympathy.
The girl's principal thought as she

went along was not so much of the
millions she had just inherited, but
that she had always wanted to do
something for Miss Grainger, and
now she saw a way of doing it.
She entered the room that served

the English mistress as bedroom,
study and sitting room, disturbing
the latter in the midst of correcting
an accumulated pile of exercise books.
"What is it. Pansy?"- she asked,

smiling at her favorite.-.
"Miss Grainger, you'll' do pleased

to hear I'm a millionaire."
The English tpistre^b put down her

pen carefully, and then sat staring at
the child. »

"Really, my dear," she said in a
bewildered tone, "you have a way of
saying the most surprising things in
the most matter-of-fact manner. But.
since you're saying it. It must be
true."
"That's a character in itself," Pansy

remarked, smiling, a smile that
brought to view several bewitching
dimples.
She produced the letter and handed

it to her friend.
The English mistress read it

through.
"Sixty thousand pounds a year!" she

exclaimed. "It makes my head reel."
"Then yours can't be so firmly

screwed on as a mine. Mihe isn't I
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r, has taken his young bride on a small ezpe- tl
ultan fasim Ammch, hereditary ruler of that R

ng wife, and, with a horde of wild horsemen, Pj
*pt the young woman, whom he takes captive ^
in captivity, Annette Le Breton bears a son.

rasim Ammeh believes It Is his own son. and a

he and the boy become conatant companions, b
to be reconciled to her fate. The sultan calls a

lim Kaoul Le Breton. Annette dies during an ^
«.. m.. w»- -k».. «« tk« mMi of "

It) |inrrui»gc. iuc wj bubic* iy Mb .....

-eclsivelydefeated by thp-f.renrh, because the £
to obtain similar gunyby attacking a Pritlah

jmroand, learns of the approach of the sultan's
ade at night. It is unsuccessful. The aultan il
d son, after repeated vengeful attacks on the w

1 captive. lie escapes after threatening that
is family as slaves. Two years later Barclay .

scar of a wound which was inflicted by the

isy of the threat. Incidentally she announces

iille, the young sultan has entered legitimate
adopted the name of Raotil I^e Breton, given

to Paris and, while in company with a young
an Englishman. lie is the loser, but accomoseof making use of her in vengeful plana,
turned one little bit. I looked at myselfIn a glass to see."
"But what are you going to do with

it all?" the governess asked helplessly.
"Spend it, of course. I take after

my father, and never shirk an unpleasantduty," she went on. a mischievousglint in her eyes. "To begin
with, you, Milss Grainger, are going
to be iny companion, and we'll have
a yacht and go all arpumh the world
tog-ether, and see and <lo everyining
that can be been and done.
"You'll get married. Pansy," the

governess said, looking lovingly at
the beautiful flower-like, little face.
"Not much! You dear old antiquatedthing. I'm not going to be

tied by the leg In that fashion."
"As the English mistress, I must

remind you that 'tied by the leg* is
slang."
"When you're my companion you'll

bo talking slang yourself. I'm not so

sure I won t make that one of the
stipulations," the child went on teaaingly.It'll be such a change for you
after thirty years of correcting stupid
exercises."
"It will bo rather," Miss Grainger

said wistfully.
"And I shall come out at seventeen."Pansy went on. "I must start

as early as possible if I'm to spend
all that money. I shall write and
ask my father if I may come out at
seventeen. Do you think he'll refuse?"
"No man will ever refuse you anything.Pansy. You're too sweet and

good and beautiful."
"And rich. Don't forget the rich.

That'll be a tremendous draw."
Miss Grainger smiled at her favorite.
"I hope the man who marries you

will nick you for your good heart and
generous nature, not your looks and
money," she remarked.

"Still harping on that old string.
Mrs. Noah. Women don't get married
nowadays if they can afford to stay
single."
Then the school dinner-hell ringing

sent Pansy from the room, but not
before she had given an impetuous
hug and kiss to her friend.

CHAPTER IX.
Paris always has a welcome for

millionaires. And it always had a
specially warm welcome for Raoul Le
Breton, the African merchant prince.
Not only was he fabulously rich, but
he was young and remarkably good
looking. It was whispered that he
had Arab Mood in his veins, but he
was wealthy enough for the majority
to overlook this drawback.
Like many modern Frenchmen, he

dabbled in "le sport." He was a
hrillaint tennis player, a worthy opponentat billiards and he kept a
stud of race horses. There was hardlyan actress of any repute and with I
any pretense to youth ami beauty who
had not had hit; patronage at one time
or the other. Match-making: mothers
with marriageable daughters laid
snares about his foot. With surprisingagility he avoided their traps.
None of the daughters proved sufficientlytempting to turn him from
the broad, smooth way of gay Parisian
bachelorhood to the steep and jagged
patli of matrimony.
Kaoul Le Breton was about twentyfivewhen he paid his sixth visit to

Paris. He came now for about three
months every year. And he always
came in style, with a whole retinue
of Arab servants.silent, discreet men
who never gossiped about their mast"r.It was whispered also that out
in Africa he had a whole harem of his
own: moreover, that he was some big
chief or the other. In fact, many
things were whispered about him. for,
on the whole. Paris knew very little
except that he was wealthy and wild.
His French acquaintances tried to

learn more of his doings through the
medium of his own private doctor, a

stout Frenchman who accompanied
the young millionaire to and fro. But
Dr. Edouard refused to gossip about
his friend and patron.

In spite of his success, the young
sultan of El-Ammeh had not forgottenGeorge Barclay.
On irottlnv nuirA in tnnrh with civi-

lizatlon and its ways lie had tried to |
find out the name of the man who j
was responsible for the death of his
supposed father. It was not an easy .

task. George Barclay had left Gam - 1
bia five years before Raoul Le Breton !
>et about his investigations. There
had been a succession of men since
Barclay's time, and the shooting of a
native malefactor was not a matter
of great note in the annals of a goverintent.
ifowever, eventually Be Breton

managed to establish the identity of
the man he looked upon as his father's
murderer.
But to trace George Barclay in

England proved an even more difficultftaskthan tracing him in Africa.
Tne Englishman had not stopped

long in his country. In search of
forgetfulness, he had gone from one
place to another, holding posts in
various parts of the empire.
The Sultan Casim Ammeh was

twenty-five when he heard that Barslaywas in the Malay Straits.
The news came to him in Paris jnst
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hail ha warn setting out for an even- 1
ig*s imuiament in company with Dr. 1

douard. The letter was brought to ^
!m as ha stood in dress suit, opera 1
it in hand, in his own private sit- *

ng room at the palatial hotel he
Iways patronised when in Paris. t
On perusing it he turned to his i
>mpanlon, and said, with an air of 1
ivage triumph: c
"Well, Edouard, I've managed to
ace my man at last."
The doctor knew who the man in
uestlon was, for he, Edouard. was
ic Sultan Oaslm's one confidant. '

ather uneasily he glanced at his1
atron. He wished the young man
ould be content with money and i'
. ...Ml/ JU/ n UIKl JllOUBUrCK 11 COUIU C
uy.for Caslir. Ammeh was no longer (strict Mohammedan.and would not
e always hankering after vengeance, '

vengeance that might embroil him 1
lth England and bring his wild and
rtlllant career to an abrupt/close. j"Where is George Barclay?" tdouard asked uneasily. i"In the Straits Settlements." IThe doctor experienced a feeling of c
itense pleasure on hearing Barclay
'as in so remote a spot. t
"It'll be difficult for you to get hold i

f him there." he remarked, trying to r.

Silk shirts
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Crepe de chines,
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silks. shirts that
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All sizes.
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teep out of his voice the relief he
vas feel in k.
"He won't stay there forever. I've

raited eleven years for my vengeance.
can go on waiting a little longer,

intil fate thinks well td place htm in
i more accessible position."
With a savage expression Le Breton
urned to a desk. Sitting down, he
vrote to his agents telling them to
teep him - Informed of George Barday'smovements.
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CHAPTER I.
The harem iu the palace of El-Amnehled into .a largo, hall with carved

loors and tiny arabesque windows,
retted and scrolled, with no one spot
>ig enough to squeeze more than a

land throubh.
Generally speaking, the women of the

larein preferred the large hall, where
hey could gossip among themselves and
vith their attendant women, to the
ittle rooms that were their own private

luarter.Hutthere was one special apartment
hat they all in turn had striven after
ind. In turn, had failed to attain. No
>n<* in f.h^.haivm liad seen the room rx*
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cept old Sara, and she had plenty of
tales to tell about its magnificence. It
was a big gilded chamber, with a ceiling
like the sky on a desert night, and
great golden. Jeweled lamps. There was
a wonderful bathroom, a fretted gallery
that gave a wide view of the desert, a

walled garden full of roses, and. above
all, a door that led into the sultan's privatesuite. The room had had no occupantsince the days of the sultan's
mother, the Lady Annette, the first wife
and favorite of his father. And Sara
had been her special slave and attendiant.

It could be reached from the harem.
JX one point behind the silken curtains
a narrow stairway led upward, ami
ended in a scented, sandalwood door.
But the door was always locked, and
only the sultan had the key. It was
common harem gossip that in that room
he would place the one among his
slaves whom he deigned to make his
a
Uiai »»c.

Although the law allowed him four,
and as many slaves as he fancied, so

far he had no legal wife. It was

strange, considering ho was nearly thirty.But. in many ways, he <1 iff# red
from all the previous sultans. According
to old Sara, it was because his mother
belonged to quite another race, and had
come from a land as remct« fr»>m 1SI'Ammeh as Paradise, where the women
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1 were all white, a land that the mjltan
now visited yearly.
For that land ho was Matting to

morrow.
Ho had just been to the harem to .s*>

farewell to the half-dozen grills thev«
departing with promises of new Jewel|and novelties to please and amup- tjf >

toys of his on his return. And now 1"
lingered with his newes» «lave and fa
vorite. Rayma, the Aral# girl he h «d
bought hut six weeks ago.
Fnvious glances were < asf toward

the door behind which the Sultan Cas.n
Annnch and bis new slave, itayma. took
farewell of one another.
One girl more than the othciwatchedthe; door with hurt, angr^

jealous eyes.
She was about twenty-three, with a

full figure, a creamy sliin. a profusion
of long black curls, and great soft, languideyes.a half-bred Spanish-Moc if
ish girl of the tru»» odalesque type. i
Her attire was scanty. A red silk n;t

draped her from shoulder to knee, h» lp
on by ribbon straps; and on her hand*'and wrists and ne<k a quantity of ba?*
baric jewelry flashed.

"'I pray to Allah that on his trav* ij
our sultan will find some woman h#
loves better than fiayma," she sa
Rpft< and Jealousy [n h«f woft voice. J
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Velour liul*
sale, $2.95
First quality vclour. fuzzy and

furry, as a kitten's
ear. Satin lining:
leather sweatband:
<ilk trimming:.
Black and colors.
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